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for a long time. In the city the Americans
predominate. On reception days, which are
Thursdays, it is necessary to put the Ameri-
cans of the North on one side and the
Americans of the South on the other side,
otherwise they would devour one another.
We dress on that day. The rest of the time
the ladies dine in high-necked gowns and
our ugly sex in frock coats. There Is not a
castle in France nor In England where one
feels as free of etiquette. We have splen-
did walks In the valleys along the Pyrenees,
and return from them with prodigious appe-
tites. The sea, which Is ordinarily very bad
here, has been surprisingly calm for a. week.
The bathers wear strange costumes. One
woman, who is of the color of a turnip,
dresses In blue and powders her hair. In
spite of walks and eating, I work a little. I
have written more than half a volume, It
is the history of a Cossack hero. Have you
read Victor Hugo's speech at a dinner of
Belgian book-sellers at Brussels ? How piti-
ful it is, that a man having so many beautiful
Images at his disposition, will say platitudes
unworthy of an honest man! There is, Inn were you   are worth as much as
